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ankles as he went circling about John's crouching figure, gasping
forth bewildered protests.
"What are you doing? Tve been here more times than I'can
remember, and I've never dared do that! That water's stagnant
It's worse than stagnant. They've killed thousands and thousands
of their enemies here. It's the Slaughtering Stone, I tell you!"
John Crow rose from his feet and drew the back of his hand
across his mouth. This childish gesture, visible enough in the
twilight, seemed to confound his companion.
"Have you no reverence at all?*' he groaned, while the deep-
sunken eyes above his Roman nose flashed a disconcerting gleam
of anger. John Crow gave vent to a queer animal sound, that was
something between a fox-bark and a pig's grunt. Some ancient
vein of old Danish profanity seemed to have been aroused in him.
"I've got what I've got, Mister," he said, "but I want to kneel
by that Altar Stone in there before it gets too dark." He was
already limping forward when the man pulled him back with
a jerk.
"How did you know there was an Altar Stone in there?" The
words were uttered in such an awed whisper that John gave vent
to a gross Isle-of-Ely chuckle.
"Know it? Hee! Hee! Who doesn't know it?" Saying this he
led the way between two of the perpendicular cyclopean uprights
which bore aloft a third, a horizontal one. Vast, shadowy, terrific,
this third stone now took the place of the twilight sky. John
leaned his back against the left-hand monolith, digging his stick
into the ground, and his companion imitated him, standing erect
against the right-hand one. Above their heads, concealing the grey
mass of the zenith, hung that monolithic roof-tree. The faint stars,
as they gazed up at them, past the monstrous obstacle, seemed
less obscure than they had been before. To the northward, by the
way they had entered, they could dimly see the form of the Hele
Stone. It emerged out of the obscurity like a gigantic, bare-headed
man, wrapped in a skin or a blanket.
"I've been told," remarked John, "that the origin of these
Stones is entirely unknown."
"Not true," growled the other, in a tone that seemed to say,
You are the most irresponsive vandal that has ev& entered